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One gets desperately weary of the perpetual wailing
of women and men, the constant introduction of the
merits of the inextinguishable Hoseyn, the continual
single combats, and the weeping over their uniform
ends, the endless recapitulation of the several injuries
of the individual members of the morbid es Family of
the Tont," the conversations with all the dead bodies.
One would be thankful when each member is killed,
but that lie is as offensive dead as living. Any
change 'would bo grateful, but none comes. It is
one long recital of woes, and one long river of tears,
Tllore is no attempt to individualise characters.
They arc all alike and talk alike. The only trace of
originality we can find is in the child Sukeyna, who
is perpetually screaming, and defying all her aunt
%cy nob's attempts at consolation. Before reading
the play one needs to bo converted to the particular
form of the Mohammadan religion which it immor-
tulisos. Plotless, characterless, full of iteration, of a
length unbearable, the play must be judged by other
than literary standards. It is in its associations, in
its thousand references to the fiery memories of
religious persecution, that its strength lies. That
its associations should be powerful enough to over-
come its dramatic defects constitutes its claim to
our reverence. But that such a play should be a
sacred tiling in tho East, and produce the frenzy of
enthusiasm it does produce as surely as the month
of Moharrara conies round, is a new wonder added to
the many strange tilings in the history of Islam.